
In or to whom reftraint is newly knowne, . 

Tire ioy of walking is frnall benefit, 

Yet will I take thy offer with (mall thankes, 

1 would not loofe the pleafure of the eye. 

But tell tne curteous Keeper if thou can. 

How long the King will haueme tarry here. 

Hubert 1 know not Prince, but as 1 geffe,not Iong v 
God feud you frecdorne,and g od fuse the King. 


Thi) iffft'e forth. 

Arthur} Why 'how now firs , what may this outrage 
meanc ? 

0 helpeme Hubert , gentle Keeper helpe: 

God fend this fudden mutinous approach 
Tend not to reaue a wretched guiltles life. 

Hub. So firs, departed leaue the reft for me. 
tsfrth. Then Arthur yeeld, death frowneth in thy face, 
What meaneth this good Hubert pleade the cafe. 

Hub. Patience young Lord,and liften words of woe, 
Harmeful! and har(h,hels hor-rorto be heard: 

A difmall tale fit for a furies tongue. 

1 faint to tell.deepe forrow is the found. 

Arth. What muft I die ? 

Hub. No newesof death, but tidings of more hate, 

A wrathful] doome,and moft vnluckie fate : 

Deaths difh were daintie at fo fell a feaft, 

Be deafe,hearc not, it’s hell to tell the reft. 

Arth. Alas, thou wrongft my youth with words,of feare, 
Tis hell,tis horror, not forone tobeare : 

What is it man if it muft needes be done, 

Aa it and end it, that the paine were gone. 

Hub. I will not chaunt fuch dolour with my, tongue, 
Yet muft I ad the outrage with my hand. 

My'Hea t,mv heai,andall my powers.befide, . 

To aide theoffice haue at oncedeni’d. 

Perufe this letter, lines oftrebble woe, 

Ifcade ore my charge, and pardon when you know'- 


of KmJ-obn. 


, ,yr e Mi to command thee, as thoutendrefl our quiet 

HUbC Idet and the e&ate ofourperfon, that prefentiy ypon the 

(tl mt of our command , thou put out the eyes of Arthur 
'Y*c£*y ’ 

.plantaginet. 

Arthur. Ah monftrous damned man: his very breath 
infers the dements. 

Contagious venome d wellcth in his heart, 

Pfcftins meanes to poyfon all the world. 

Vnreucrent may 1 Be to blame theheauens 

Ofereatiniufticethat the mifereant 

Lines to oppreffe the Innocents with wrong. 

Ah Hubert: makes hee thee his infti ument, 

To found the trump tint caufeth hell triumph? 

Hcauen weepes.the Saints do fiicd celeftiall teares. 

They feare thy fall and cite thee with remoife, 

They knock c thy confcience motiing pitie there, 

Willing to fence thee fronvthe rage of hell: 

Hell #»£<?>•', truft me all the plaguesofhell 
Hangs on performance of this damned deed. 

Thisfeale,the warrant of the bodies bliffe, 

Eofureth Satan Chieftane of thy foule: 

Stibfcribe not Hubert , giue not Gods part away . _ 

Ifpeake not only for eyes priuiledge. 

The chiefe exterior that T would enioy: 

Bat for thy perill, farre beyond my paine, 

Thy fweet foules Ioffe, more then mine eyes vaiue lacke: 

A cafe internall and externalltoo. 

Aluift thee Hubert forth? cafe is hard, 

To loofe faluation for a Kings reward. 

Hubert. My Lord, a fubie'd d welling in the land 
Is tied to execute the Kings command. ( further, 

Arthur Yet God commands, whofe power reacheth 
That no command fliould ftaod in force to murther. 

Hubert. But that fame effence hath ordaind a law, 

A death for guilt, to keepe the world in awe. 

Arthur. I pleade, not guilty, trcafonleffe and free. . 

F 2 Hubert 


